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vas visited and prepared for dying by a neighbouring
clergyman.
'What account can you render for the talents
committed to your charge? What use have you
nade of them?' asked the visitor.
'Use of my talents?' repeated the dying man.
\nd then, thrusting his hands out from under the bed-
clothes, he said:' I came into this diocese with nothing
—yes, with nothing—and now,' and he began to
check off the names on the fingers of the left hand
•vith the forefinger of the right hand, ' I am rector of
Eigncombe, worth £80; rector of Marwood, worth
£450; rector of Westcote, worth £560; vicar of
Barton, worth £"300; and rector of Eastcote, worth a
£ 1000. If that is not making use of one's talents,
[ do not know what is. I think I can die in peace.*
Morwenstow, as has been already said, had been
without a resident vicar for a century before Mr.
Hawker came there. When he arrived, it was with
lis great heart overflowing with love, and burning to
lo good to the souls and bodies of his people. He was
ibout the parish all day on his pony, visiting every one
>f his flock, taking vehement interest in all their con-
cerns, and doing everything he could think of to win
;heir hearts.
But two centuries of neglect by the Church was not
:o be remedied in a generation. Mr. Hawker was
lurprised that he could not do it in a twelvemonth.
rle was met with coldness and hostility by most of
;he farmers, who were, with one or two exceptions,
/Vesleyans, or Bible Christians. The autocrat of the
neighbourhood was an agent for the principal land-
>wner of the district, and he held the people under
lis thumb. With him the vicar speedily quarrelled:
heir characters were as opposed as the poles, and it
vas impossible that they could work together. Mr.
rlawker thought—rightly or wrongly, who shall de-
ide ?•—that this man thwarted him at every turn, and

